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following story c-v-r!'ﬁ.uU’ illustrates in an iHPM'

sive way, the power of education. Whether in
\Lis ease it was exerted for good or evil, will be
leeided very differently according as the reader
¢ be  Catholic or Protestant. The author is

Clently & very decided Protestant. So are

- while reoogalélug the faol that Cathiolie,
like Protestant institations of learning, are apt to
mould the religions opiniona of their papils, we
are not willing to assume that the former are in
the habit of formally inculeating upon Protestant
¢hilleen the peculiar doctrines and rites of the
Catholic Church.—Ed. Era.

For the Natioual Era.

\GATHA: THE POWER OF EDUCATION.

EY MARY IRVING.

“Oharscter groweth nl:_r_b::q, and all things afd it in
uloldtng: disposition is builded up by the Mahioning of
 impressions,'— Tupper.

[ say wot, gister ! exclaimed the stout gentle-
Jan, lhlal.nli.‘l‘lnj Wown his heavy 03 dpon e
lintle rosewood table

The lip of the lady swelled into a proud curve.

As Agatha's responsivie guardian, Mr. Maz-
woll | consider myself entitled to the liberty of
iy own decision in regulating her education !’

© Sister-in-law Maxwell,” retorted her dispu-
tut, “1 wm not going to dispute any of your
(ight at Taw. It is only your right in conscicnee
(.t | deny, to put your husband’s ehild, soul
aud body, into s living tomb !”

Vou talk ns though I were going to make a
cutee of her!” returned his sister, raising her
spirited eyes in some surprise, and almost in con-
tompt of her brother-in-law's narrowness of vi-

on, “ What ressounble being would see such a
lLughesr in the way of her spending & few months
in o convent !”

[ tell you it will not end there! Agathaiss
romsntic girl, snd she has been half spoiled al-
ready by her love-nonsense, nud what not; a fair
tinder-box for the fire of superstition!”

Mrs. Maxwell smiled ns she turned to arrange
the drooping flowers around her still unfaded
face. * My worthy brother ! your argument does
not bang together in nnbroken links! This very
‘love-nonsenge,’ a8 you are pleased to style her
(ugagement, will nct as n sort of life-preserver,
to keep her head sbove water, in that terrible
Romich whirlpool, as you style it, where | am
poing to throw her!”

“Homph! engaged at sixteen! to an army
culet woreover—a fashionable lounger, for aught
I know. | have no great faith In this love of the

lrend-and-butter’ age, or in its preservative |
(ualities, The ¢ salt may lose ite savor.! Well,

well, Jot that pass till its time comes.”

“You will spare some fruitless words by doing
s ' was the leconic remark of the widow.

[ut this nunnery offsir! it stirs the old
Seotel blood in my veing, Susannah. I can almost
hene wy brother calling out of his grave, to for-
bid the sacrifice of his only child !

Yo use most shocking expressions, Mr. Max-

well. My dear husband, in confidipg to my care
oar own child, trusted that every possible advan-
tuge of edueation should be accorded her. 1 shall
tiost cortuinly send her to no second-rate school.
“he shall go where the daughters of the clite are
I beg leave to say, that in this matter,
wiin nll others concerning the child, I shall exer-
st nomother's best judgment, unswayed by any
prejudice of the dead or living I

She speke with warmth, and her eye-flash quite
disconcerted the stout-hearted Seotchman.

This comes of giving & woman her foolish
way ! muttered he, but he did not speak it ; for
the sliding door opened from a side conservatory,
and, with a burat of fragrance, Agatha danced in
biefore him. She seemed a light-winged, sunny
“pirit, sent to pour oil on the stormy waves of
disoussion, na she held up to the gaze of the dis-
Jutants the first rose that had bloomed on her
ewn pet bush,

"“Oh! uncle, are you here?” cried she, her drea-
my hozel eyes dilating with affectionate delight
nnd pressiag her tiny foot npon the yielding carpet,
she reachel him hy n bound. Leaning one srm
over his shouller, with her soft, chestnut ourls
dropping agalust Lis rough, crisped whiskers, and
rougher cheek, she enthusisstically throst her
rose-bud into his very face, calling on him to echo
her admirntion

Agatha was a romsntic girl, as her uncle had
#ail. Circumstances and education had stimu-
Inted and nourished a temperament naturally ex.
citabile, till her heart was like the hot-house flower

educated,

she held, foreed into prematare bloom and beau. | BT

ty. delicate ns the lnst blosh of sunset, yet fated
to ehrink from the first rude blast the outer
world should pour upon it, and fall resistlessly a
sport to the winds nod waves of life. She was
swl fragile, with a complexion—the old
imiies of pearl, alshaster, and oloud, have been
torned into a thousand-and-one different shapes,
by a3 many different deseribers—eo 1 don’t know
tiat 1 shonld gain anything by venturing upon
them, Iler slight frame seemed a mere transpa-
W ney for the light of #oul—or, rather, the light of
II'.‘|'I!.’I1|'.'| n—{or that, like Aaron's roul, haid swal-
liwed up the other fueulties that were inborn—
10 hash through, A beauty, an heiress, and, but
for !.In'r allcations, s spoiled child, it was not sur-
prisieg, that with her knowledge of the world
'\"-' iaits infancy, her heart had blossomed into

A what d'yo el it? & Belle Perpatuclle 1 ex-
“liimed the unele; « Why, it smells like a toa-
chest, Agatha! Comwmend me to & good old.
fishioned cabbage-rose, for a dozen of your
Frimehified flommeries

Oh, unele! how can you? Look at this deli-
fute veining, this"—

Oh aye! Ldare say it is protty enough " inter.
rupted the unele, who dreaded n fit of the « fora-
manie " un he frroversatly styled bis nlece’s rap-
'Ires Gver the potw of her conservatory, “ Aga.
W' he added, selving the white, veined arm
whe reached 1o peclalm the rose, “they tell me
¥9u ure poing o the Nunnery 1"

| won't be u nunt no, | won't be a nun!”

Hrkingly mng the glowing girl, trying to extri-
bt wrict from his grasp, amd turn his
_'I'-\"-:i from n channel where she, with some
0 dreaded o Lurst of reproval.
rlonsness | if you please, obild! this is s
" subjeet, and likely 1o be attended with
“Tlous results,  Why are you going to a set of
"‘_‘I'J'Ir‘d heatken for your education 7"
¥ Everybody goes there to Sinish” answered
“*:'h& “pening her eyelashes wide—* every lady
s dady. And mamma and Henry wish

B P i

“he stopped aud stammered,

“AR™ A sarcastic clearing of her uncle's throat
sccompanied these words, and pressed the crimson
heart blood down even into every fibre of her
tremulous fingers, that still lay quivering like
frightened birds in his horuy hand.

“ Ab! that's the secret! Agatha! Would you
do a rwrong for the sake of pleasing a whim of
Harry Hesbert's 17

‘Tears ginssed over the light that was gleaming
in her eyes; bat the combativeness of her spirit
was aroused to defend its love. She cangbt her
mother's glance, and answered firmly.

1 do not believe it is s wrong, uncle ! It is not
professing mysell a Catholic.”

“ Cull it & Romanist, if you please, my girl. Can
one go upon hot coals and not be burned 77 So says

worked still in the hottin} veing of his temples, |

© Sho loves you, Harry ! " answered the mother. |
with deep fervency.
«[ believe it ; and were she not better my own?
| may not return for years,” added be, in sn under
tone of dejeoted foreboding.
“She cannot go with you! [
“1t is impossible, then 7 But let her st least
bear my name—that is & small boon. Let me
bear the memory of my wife into my exile!” .
“ Perhaps it were better thus,” mused the
mother, thoughtfally. I
Agatha’s pure veil was bound with pearls to her
fuirer brow, on the eveming of her bridal |
Hopes that looked far away, conflicting with fears |
of the prem:hpn more of the light of soul 10 |
her eye and cheek, than is often added to the |
beauty of the bride. The bridesmaids had left |

Velagmas I, el VT s s T e W

Agatha, by the stanch Protes'antism of our fore-
fathers, of your own dead fathor, | solemnly warn
you to beware!”

He dropped the hand he held, and Agaths,
fecling hersell released, to escape from
the mparela:
tive, but had learned from ber mother to half
despise, a8 a * bigoted Scotch Presbyter” Agatha
bounded back into the green-house, and closed the
doors upon her. Two tears, one of emotion and
one of petulance, she dashed from her clouded
eyes. Musing s few moments in a gort of thought-

s

Catholio service—the chimes, the cathedral, the
altar—the deep, glorious organ, sud the divine
paintings ! 1 like it all—and Ithank Heaven | sm
not too bigoted to epjoy it!”

W hat wonder that such sentiments found speech,
on the lips of o girl who had beea carried in ear-
liest, most susceptible childhood, to the cathedral,
in the arms of her unwatched nurse; and who, in
wer yeard, had" wot unfrefbently followed the
steps of her mother-guide into that resort of the
beauty and airstocracy of M .

She fdided wwadiilin wver her shoulders, and
was arranging her pretty bonnet before the lttle
mirror, when she caught a reflection, snd turned
just in time to elude the grasp of a stealthy arm,
and wake the rioging lavghter of a clear, manly
voice.

“] knew where I should find my bird—among
the flowers ! " exclaimed Harry Herbert, relaps-
ing into a8 near an approximation to sobriety as
his buoyant spirits of the moment would allow.
“Your bird! 1 am planning a flight from you,
for your numerous saucy sayinga, Mr. Herbert—
and expect to fold my wings within walls which
yours comnot overpass, were you the winged drag-
on himself!”

“Yes! but only to plume those wings for a
higher, giyer flight in my very humble service!"”
returned the young man, laughing. “You are to
be * polished ' to the utmost degree of perfectibility,
| suppose—=then for your ‘ coming out,’ ma petici—
& star in the * beau moade ;' & star which I shall be
most proud to find” y

#“ No—no! you arrogant presumer! You have
no right to exercise your fettering prerogatives
in anticipation! 1 am my own mistress, yet!
and | will enjoy my freedom!”

o et the wild faleon soar her swing !
She'll stoop when she has tired her wing !

laughed Harry, carelessly. “ Meanwhile, will your
subline highness accept of your devoted cavalier’a
escort in the shopping excarsion for which I take
for granted you are arming and equipping your-
self? | hold & morning promenade to be one of a
young lady’s articles of faith!™

“Ridiculous! when you military men arealways
throwing our lack of exercise, in our faces, too!”

“Yen! -mﬂ nudnthmh&u this—street
santor | on are resdy. t your
veil, for goodnun’ukt, Agaths ! uglu{md, Es n
terror. “1 wish the cholera, that drives every-
thing else green out of the market, would frighten
off & platoon of these pestiferous green veils. The
health of the eity would rise ten per cent I”

“How you talk! Would you like to see us
all blousy a4 fish-women, or brown as equaws?”

i Wear n quaker hat, or carry an umbrella,
then ; but | detest these veils! | never bow
to one in the streets, for | always take for granted
the face under it is old enough to be that of my
great-grandmother—or ought to be, at least.”

“ And thereby run the risk of cutting your
moat valued and valuable nequaintances” return-
ed she, droppiog & mock courtesy. I suppose |
must obey I and tossing the veil half reluctantly
to its corner, he unfurled her butterfly parasol.

Agatha came from the convent walls, with the
chant, the mass, the low voices of the nuns, and
the vesper hymn ringing in her ears, to make that
dehut in the gay world, to which she had so eager-
ly looked forward. For a little time, all was
swallowed up in n sparkling novelty. Midnight
soirces and fashionable flirtations dazzled and be-
wildered her into fancies of the ‘ seventh heaven’
But the foam on the champaign soon died away,
and its dregs were iu;irid to her lips.

¢ Mamma ! 7 she exclaimed one day, after yawn-
ing for hours over the tasteless pages of a second-
rate novel, to drive away the ennui that follows &
night of (iiuipadon surely a8 a shadow it sub-
stance, “ mamma! this is living to little p“?’!!
It seems to me a weary round. If the self-deny-
ing nuns [ left four months sgo are travelling the
right rosd to Heaven, we surely are on the wrong

! n
e My dear child!” eried the mother, startled
into a remembrance of her brother-in-law’s fore-
bodings ; “ of what are you thinkiog 1"

“Of nothing very particular, mamms; but |
always dream myself back to those quiet aisles,
when | am tired of noise and fashion ; and some-
times | almoat wish myself safely there.”

« And Harry?” asked the mother, with a light
tone, but a troubled eye; for she saw that her
child’s bosom heaved, as if her heart enshrined
more than her lips uttered.

“Harry ! she echoed, in a low tone. y

“Yes, Harry, The world is worth something

with him in it! But if it be, as they tell us, an
eternal gain to give up all mortal p!anm-u—:f the
catest sacrifice win the greatest crown "—
" She relapsed iuto a vacancy of dresming.
Rousing berself at last, and springing from the
gofn with eloquence in her glance, she exclaimed,
“No! | could wever give up Harry! Mamma!
I should have made a poor martyr!” and she hid
her blushing cheek on her mother's bosom. L |
would not care for the brightest crown in Heaven,
unshared with Aim. | cowfd not be happy in the
universe without him!

Mrs. Maxwell felt the cheek of her daughter
burn against Ner shoulder; and, clasping her nrm
around her in & mother's caressivg, she mur-
mured, “ And when Harry obtains his promised
lientennntoy, then ’——

“Then"—

Agatha sprang to her foet as if detected in some
faldnp;,‘fnr T: esnily-remgnhad step was ut the
door.

1 thought to find you langnid and jaded, after
Iast night's revelry” said Herbert, taking the
hand of his little Agatha ; * but the roses in your
cheekn have outlived those in your bouguet.
Really, fashionable life suits your complexion
charmingly, my Agatha!”

“ Agntha is not quite of your opinion,” remark-
ed the amiling mother, “She was just lamenting
the ‘ tedious round.” y

“1 have brought some tidings to diversify it,”
he returned, emphatically.

Mrs. Maxwell milu;, and Agatha blushed

n.
“Your commission 1”7 suggested the former.

“ Y-' but

“But what 77

“There in a provoking thorn in the rose whose
blossoming | have so long waited. My regiment
is ardered to lh:lulhlr parta of California!”

”--—-

= :lu noon ?

“ In a fortuight 1 7 ed be, laconieally.
e ke o ¥ momeie, T s

me brim n Agatha's eyes, and she

rose to hide th d
rl':l: 1o then. Huarry caught her han

‘Auawer me one before
Agatha 1” e, i

“ Not now,” she whispered faltering!
glided away Lo (he recesses of her M::r, e

“1 must seal my trensure mine, before | go,

S L T
Agatha! And can you pray. * Lesd me not into | ering chandelier.

ful dresminess, she soliloquized, “ I like it—this | TY

her at her request. and she stood fastening her |
nosten o008, bEneath the tiok- o

N

wae dearest. She looked up, and then
agnin, and laid her hand on his arm

“Do not say snything now!” she entreated,
forcing & y smile. “1 do not want to
qollni eyes before "——  Buat the tears siolesi-
lently down with her words.
Tt L-haveeunigaue promise to ask—oue

“ Have I not given encugh 7" asked she, trying
to smile again.

Y1t is on & matter of which I have said less to
you than | have felt, love ; and now there is no
time. You will not profess yourself a Catholic
while | sm gone?”

“How can you ask such n question now, Har-
'rl'!

down

Bhe looked up with reproach in her eye, and,
as he resd its clear depths, he saw his owp image
there, and was satisfied. [is countensnce as-
sumed its naturally sportive expression.

“Forgive me, my darling ; but knowing your
predilection for the veil, you will pardon ashadow
of a fear of finding you locked up in a convent's
Jaws, upon my return!”

Side by side they stood, to fasten the chain
which years had woven. It was over—the simple
Preshyterion sexemos © ripozisales Aga-
tha's really warm-heartcd uncle dropped the hand
of the bewildered bride, to clasp that of her tear-
ful mot * Congratulate you, sisier! upon
seeing W fairly married to & Protestant !
he were as religious as he is moral ! "

It is always sad to part! Sad, when it breaks

o few links of school-girl associstion—sadder
when it breaks & home-ohord ! It ia the lnst puog
of expiring nature; when this world is given up,
it is still hard re pars! But, in the bridal hour,
when the tendrils of the heart are clinging with
the fervency of an unshaken, untold devotion,
around an untried prop—when those tendrils are
parted, be it ever so tenderly, the strongest heart
will bleed !
Henry Herbert laid his mercifully-unconscious
bride in her mother’s arms, as the steamboat bell
was clanging its harsh “ Watch her,
wother!—for me ! and,” he whispered low in her
ear, “ do not let her attend the Cathedral too
often!”

He bent for one kiss, and was gone.

It was on the first of May that Lieutenant
Herbert lefu his bride of an hour. On the first
of November, she received a lotter with the well-
known stamp—but it was in o strange hand ! She
tore it open quiveringly, and gasped, “I'hank
God!" ag her hushand’s handwriting lay before
her eyes. 1lis letter closed na follows: “The
pestilence is raging around me, love; bat | am
ns yet unharmed. It can but bring solemn thoughts
to any heart not utterly hurdened—thoughts of
home, and thoughta of Heaven! ‘I'o sce manhood
and besuty stricken down thus in their pride and
prime! | am no coward, Agatha, und | face the
pestilence of God's breath as freely as the cunnon
of man’s armory ; but | am not ashamed to own
wy thoughtfuluess. Agatha! woull that we had
looked more heavenward !

Here another Land abraptly added, * A com-
rade completes what your husband was not al
lowed to finish.  He died this morning” Agatha
saw no farther!

She went down to the verge of the grave on the
tide of that first great grief; and when, after
weeks of agony, she lifted her head feebly from
her pillow, she was o changed being. There was
s hollow in each fleshless cheek, and the brow
lay like inanimate marble, nmong the few thin
locks that everhung it. She was changed within
us without. She, too, sought to “look heaven-
ward ;" but, alas ! deep miduight mists had rolled
early between her and the sun, and her eye was
too feeble to pierce them now. IHer mother, watoh-
ing her owrr oeshnw and footstep with intense
anxiety, rejo when, with & mockery of her
former activity, she would array herself, aud turn
her faltering feet toward the fresh air and sun-
shine. But she did not long rejoice. She went
up to Agatha’s boudoir one day, and found, hang-
ing over the little cushion where she had knelt
from childhood to say her evening prayers, s min-
iatureof the Virgin! Thunderstrack, she started
back, and was standing with clasped hands, when
Agatha entered from her usual walk. She had been
strangely reserved of late, seeming to ecorn all
human sympathy, and her mother had refrained
from intruding into the inner chamber of & ** heart
that koew its own bitternese” She had only
sought to divert her mind by every device of
amusement—all in vain !

“ My davghter!” eried the slarmed mother,
“‘what is this? and where have you been 1"
Agathna came forward and looked her steadily
in the face.

“1 have been to the convent, mother! It is
time 1 told you all that I could not may before,”
she went on, pressing her hand against her side
puinfully, “It is time you knew my resolve to
give up the world for Heaven !

“ My danghter ! gnaped the poor woman, “ will
you lenve me 7"

“ | have vowed, mother ¥ she exclaimed, with a
wild gleam in her eye, while her bresth came
huskily, “ 1 have vowed a vow—but it was for Jus
sake, mother—only jus /"

She sank down vpon her couch.

“ Agstha! you know his last wish—can you
disregard it 7"

Agatha looked up, aud her lips moved faintly.
“He looked heavenward |” she whispered, und
sunk into n swoon of exhaunstion.

The mother lay by her side that night, an-
guished with emotion, yet hushing every outward
sign, that the child of her life mi{ht sleep. A
troubled stupor at last sealed slightly her own
eyelids.  She nwoke suddenly, with one of those
convulsive starts, in which the life-strings of the
heart seem to be rullotl by invisible fingera, It
waa & freezing night of February. The cold moon
was gleaming in on the colder floor, and in its
rays stood Agatha, tall and white, muttering fuint
words as she shivered.

“My child!” exclasimed the mother, rushing to
her in alarm.

Agatha fixed o bewildered glance upon her.
“Heaven is there!” she exclaimed, swee ln; her
wasted arm toward the round moon. * Bnt” she
added, in & il';urhlly thrilling tome, “ but /e is

in

Rm that Mre. Maxwell grasped wos
burning with fever. Agatha caught it away, and
tosaed above her heid asshe kneit.

“ Blessed Virgin ! Mary Mother! Ave Maria!
hear me ! save him ! save him /"

“ What shall 1 da1” eried the hopoless mother,
wringing her hands. Agaths turned to her with
the desperate of n fever.

“He blasph the Virgin and the Sainta,”
she spoke, in a deep, sepuloliral tone; “ but hush,
don’'t whisper it! Great God! a thousand years
of fire that shall not be quenched I

She sank heavily at her mother's feet, and Mrs,
Maxwell, ringing her bell violently, despa‘ched
a servant to the house of her brother-in-law. It
was n fearful thing to listen to that ided
spirit's ravings, during the duys that ed;
but it was more fearful to look on the convtenance
of that conscious mm:h?mﬂm’?o aod too

repentanoe had nr on of agony.
I.‘:B!u eannot hold “:l mwhklo: ‘." ni':‘ ‘hor

clan, oo the fourth day, as he felt her ng
’hl'.'-'. That eve, for & little time, her delirium
eft her, and she looked sbout on all with s con-
scious but troubled glanee, then weemed to sink
{nto & sort of hulf slumber. Auvguring hopefully
from this change, the worn-out mother hz down
on o pallet near, and the fuithful uncle left to re-
fresh his lungs with the air of heaven for a few
momenta

As he noiselessly entered the ante-room of the
sick-chamber, on returuing, he started in su
and then forward in soger. Mra Max-
well still l:‘:i:?h. beavily, and by the bed of
the nnhnﬂ sufferer stood a female form, o the
garb of o Sister of Charity, sud & Romish

'id!
T'he Beotchman sternly laid & hand on the arm

of each.

by retiring from this place
..2-‘:‘...'1'}'.»"’3'::. {qwdu for the sick

1wtk -

. the whirlwind of his wrath The|
priest blandly bowed as he replied,
“ We come to pay the Inst rites to a daughrer
of the Holy Cntgoﬁc Churoh—to one who was |
nlready numbered, in intention, among our sacred |

one's sake,

| Sisterhood ” |

“Out of my house, liars and bypoorites!” |
thundered the unele, no longer restrained by pro. |
dence, 1His sister started up wildly as the twain |
reluctantly moved toward the door, arossing them. |
selves over the face of the dying as they lefr, |

“Oh ! have merey, uncle,” woaned the unhappy !
girl, “They say | am dying. Who will open |
the gate of Heaven for me? DBlessed St Peter” |
she murmured, feebly. |

“ Jesus, my precious niece—Ilook (o Jesus i

The strong man was melted into the tears and
tenderness of childhood. |

“0Oh, God ! bave mercy on my ohild." cried the |
mother, sinking on her knees by the piliow

“ Somnnt Where ¥ whasa voe wees s v ® mae
mortal sight was fast clonding over.

Ave Maria, ora pro nobis *  Sheelutehed the out. |
stretched hand of her uncle convulsively. = Sive
me—save me!” she gnsped, while her mother's
lips grew whiter and her uunmowing countenance
turned into stone by its own agonired |
ane,
% Jesus Christ, your Rodesmer, fiy Agatha—
look to Him who died to save you!”
She stretched her arms upward in a lsst vain
strugzle—* Jesus! have mercy!” The out-

stretched arms fell as the last breath poured out, |

and the sacrifice was sccomplished—the victim
was at rest.  The mother fell, seemingly, ns life-
less upon the floor beside her. The lus cry was
a ory for mercy; but what a fragile foundation |
was that one whisper for the hopes of Eternity!

Forthe Natious! Kra.
T0 AN AUTHOR.

BV CHARLES LIS
How well thy little volume hine roquited
The hours in whieh it tressured loaves were ro
What feelings new and deep it haa exeite)
Te e ou our dork pobngd Saunindgrale) &

The holiness of nature, thy re'iance,
Hy Saperstition's frowning mien ubawe!

The wondrons temple bullt for thought sud sorner.
With feet aenured, though humble, theu st trsl

That temple which great Angelo's desiiing
Ne'er equalled even in Faney's genial realn

In whose high vaults spheres othor spheres evtwining,
Hung with stapendous skill, the sight o'covlelm

Whose wa'ls are with ten thonsand pletarcs sorered,
Of more than Raphael’s forms or Tithan s Lies

Enehanting scenes, some by the eye dlacoveiel,
Some which alone the gazing spirit views,

. Where slogs & eholr whose members ne'er oo lmvor
To make thele volees in the song cobine—
Eash broathes his note, and musie awells furever
The natural acoord of things divine.

Where fervent prayers arise by lips anspoken,

Not prayers that Heaven new blessings may lupart,
Nut of repent for Inents heoken,

But incense from the pure mnd joyous heart

Where symbols ranged in order and profusion
Hirdn, fowers, and corals, gema and stars ajpear,
Uonveyling each a banutiful sllusion
To something holier In a brighter sybere

Where thon hast lenrned o homage purs to renler,
To think of duty, truth, snd Gol, aright,

Where thou hast dwelt in more than royal aplenilor,
Thy manos wisdom, and thy deink dalight

0, that Time's ehildren, led by thy example,
Would tremd those hallowsd slales with hearts sincere
Survey their domes so richly wrought snd ample,
Hreathe their ealm air, thelr soothing musio bhear

There they woull find conlentions thoughts forlidden,
The simllen of gentle pence with blessings fraught,
lu enal unsightly ohjeet dissord hidden,
And harmony and love by beguty tanght

Frowm Diokens's Hauseha'd N ods.

LITTLE MARY.

A TALE OF THE IRISH FAMINE
That was n plensant place where | was born,
though ‘twas only o thatched eabin by the side
of a mountain stream, where the country was so
lonely, that in summer time the wild ducks used
to bring their young ones to feed on the bog,
within & hundred yards of our door; and you
could not stoop over the bank to raise a pitcher
fall of water, without frightening a shoal of beau-
tiful speekled trout. Well, 'tis long ago since my
brother Riohard (that's now grown a fine, clever
man, God bless him!) and myself, nsed to set off
together up the mountain, to pick bunches of the
ootton plant and the bog myrtle, and to look for
birds’ and wild bees’ nests. 'Tis long ago—and
though I'm happy and well off now, living in the
big house as own maid to the young ladies, who,
on acoount of my bheing foster-sister to poor dar-
ling Miss Ellen, that died of decline, treat me
more like their equal than their servant, and give
me the means to improve myself; still, at times,
especially when James Sweeney, a dacent hoy of
the nelghlm-’li,and myself, are taking & walk to-
gether through the fields in the cool and quict of
A summer's evening, I can't help thinking of the
times that are passed, and talking about them to
James with a sort of peaceful sadness, more hap-
py, may be, than if we were laugking aloud.
Every evening, before | say my prayers, I read
a chapter in the Bible that Miss Ellen gave mo;
and last night | felt my tears dropping for ever
#0 long over one verse, “ And God 1 wipe
away all tears from their eyes; and there sball
be no more death, neither worrow, nor erying,
neither shall there be any more pain; for the
former things are passed sway” 'T'he words
made me think of them that are gone—of my fa-
ther, and hia wife, that was a frue, fond mother
to me; and above all, of my little sister Mary,
the clurcen baren (white dove) that nestled in her

I wasa wild elip of a girl, ten years of age,
and my brother Richard ahout two years older,
when my father brought home his second wife.
She was the duughter of a farmer up at Lacka-
bawn, and was reared with eare and decency ; but
her father held his ground at a rack-rent, sud the
middleman that wias between him and the head
landlord did not pay his own, so the place was
ejected, and the farmer collected every penny he
had, snd set off with his family to America. My
father had a liking for the youngest daughter,
and well beoome him to have it, for n sweeter
creature never drew the breath of life ; but while
her father pussed for m strong (rich) farmer, he
wis timorous-like about asking her to whare his
little eabin; however, when he found how mat-
ters stood, he didu't lose much Lime in finding
out that she waa wlllhf to bs his wife, and u
mother to his boy and girl. That she was, a pa-
tient, loving one. Oh! it often sticks me like &
knife, when | think how many times | fretted her
with my foolishness sad my idle way, and how
‘twas o long time before I'd call her “mother”
Often, when my father would be going to chastise
Richard nnd myself for our provoking doings,
eapecially the day that we took half-a-dozen
from under the hatehing hen, to play “ Blind
Tom"” with them, she'd intorfere for us, and say,
“Tim, aleagh, don’t touch them ; sure 'tis o A
arch tkq ure; they'll get more gense in time.
And then, after he was gone out, she'd advise us
for our good so pleanantly, that a thunderclond
itself couldn’t look black at her. She did won-
ders, too, nbout the house and garden. They
were both dirty and neglected encugh when she
first came over them; for | was too young and
foolish, and my father too busy with his out-door
work, and the old woman that lived with us in
service too faeble and 0o blind to keep the place
either clean or decent ; but my mother got the
floor raised, and the green pool in front dralned,
nod & of roses and honeysuckles planted
there instead. The neighbors’ wives used to may,
twas all pride and upsetting folly to keep the
kitchen floor swept clean, and to t:t the potatoes
on n dish, instead of emptying them onl,nf the
pot into the middle of the table; besides, 'twas a
eruel, unnatural thing, they said, o take sway
the pool from the ducks, that they were always
used to paddle in so bandy. But my mother
was always Loo buxy and too happy to heed what
they said ; and, besides, she was always so ready
to do & kind tarn for any of them, that, out of

ro shame, they had at last to leave off
t:l ‘‘fine ish ways”

“:o".ﬁ of our house “;?ﬁ'lmt‘h Mﬂn‘;‘nl:{
ground, where, n the m
ntil# ever grew but pettles, docks, and thistles.

| shadow of the grave darkens the eradle.

| mountain ash, near the door, in the hush of the
| summer's evening, singing and cronouning her only

market-town ; and encouraged by this, we set to
work with right good will and didn’t leave off till
supper time. The next day we did the same ; and
by degrees, when we saw the heap of weeds and
stones that we got out growing hig, and the
ground looking nice and smooth, and red and rich,
we got quite snxious about it ourselves, and we
built & nice little fence round it to keep out the
pigs. When it was manured, my mother planted
eabbage, parsnips, and onions, in it ; and, to be
sure, she got a fine crop out of it, enough to make
us many & nice supper of vegetables stewed with
pepper, and o small taste of bacon or a red her-
ring. Besides, she sold in the market as much as
bought & Sunday coat for my father, » gown for
bernelf, a fine pair of shoes for Dick, and as pretty
o shaw] for myself as e 'or a collesn in the country
could show at mass. Through means of my fa-
ther's industry and mother's good management,
we were, with the blessings of God. an snog and
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lineas and decency in and ahsut cur little cabin
Five years passed on in this way, aod at last little |
Mary was born. She was u delicate fuiry thing, |
with that look, even from the first, in her blue
eyes, which is seldom seen, except where the
She wns
fond of her father, and of Richard. and of myself,
and would langh and crow whea she saw us; but
the love in the core of her heart was for her
mother. No matter how tired, or sleepy, or cross
the baby might be. ove word from her would et
the l)righl eyes dancing, and the little rogy mouth |
smiling, and the tiny limbs quivering, ne it walk- |
ing or running couldn’t content her, hut she must |
fly to her mother's arms. And how thatsmothe- |
doted on the very ground she trod! [ ofie
thought the (Lueen in her state carrings, with her
son, God bless him ! alongside of her, dressed out
in gold and jewels, was not one bit happier than
my mother, when she eat under the shade of the

one to sleep in hor arms.  In the month of Octo-
ber, 1805, Mary was four years old. That was
the bitter time, when first the food of the earth
was turned to poison; when the gardens that used

ple snd white potato blossoms, beeame in one
night black and offvnsive, as if fire had come down
from heaven to burn them up. 'T'was a heart-
Yovakiog thing €8 262 idre laboring men, the ora-
thers ! that had only the one-half acre to feed their
little families, going out, after work, in the eve-
nings, to dig their suppers from under the black
s'alks  Spadeful after spadeful would be turned
up, nnd a long piece of a ridge dug through, he-
fore they'd get a small dish full of such withered
crohuneens, (small potatoes,) as in other years
would be hardly counted fit for the pige

It was gome time hefore the distress reached us,
for there was a trifle of monoy in the eaving's
bank, that held us in meal, while the neighbors
were next door to starvation. As long as my fu-
ther and mother had it, they shared it freely with
them that were worse off than themselves ; but at
lust the little peuny of money was all spent, the
price of flour was raised ; and, to to make matters
worse, the farmer that my father worked for, at
a poor eightpeace a day, was forced to send him
and three more of his lllmw"’i:w, as he coulidn’t
ufford to pay them even that amy longer. Oh!
‘twas o sorrowful night when my father brought
howe the news. | remember, as well ag if | saw
it yesterday, the desolate look in his fuce when he
sat down by the nshes of the turf fire that had
Just baked o yellow meal cake for his supper. My
mother was at the opposite side, giving little
Mury u drink of sour milk ont of Ler little wood-
en piggin, nod the child dido't like it, being deli-
cate, nnd always used to sweet milk, so she suid

“ Mumuy, won't you give me some of the nice
milk instead of that /"

“1 haven't it, asthore, nor ean’t get it,” suid her
mother, g0 don't ye fret ”

Not & word more out of the little one’s mouth,
only she turned her little cheek in toward ber
mother, aud staid quite quict, ns if she was heark-
ening 10 what was going on.

4 Judy,” said my father, “ God is good, and sure
"tis only in 1lim we must pot oorseast © for inthe
wide world | can gee nothing but starvation be-
fore us.”

“God is good, Tim,” replied my mother, “ [le
won't forsake us”

Just then Richard came in with a more joyfal
face than | had seen on him for many a day.

Y Good news!” said he, “ good news, father;
there's work for na both on the Dronmenrra rond *
The government works are to begin there to-
morrow—you'll get eightpence a day, and 'l get
sixpence.”

If you saw our delight when we heard this
you'd think 'twas the free present of a thousand
pounds that came to us, falling through the roof,
iustead of an offer of small wages for hard work.

To be sure, potatoes were gone, and the yellow
meal was dear, and dry, and chippy—it Ldn‘t
the nature ahout it that & hot potato has for a
poor man ; but still 'twas n great thing to have the
prospect of getting enough of even thit same, and
not to be obliged to follaw the rest of the country
into the poor-house, which was erowded to that
degree that the crathurs there—Giod help them ! —
hadn’t room even to die quietly in their heds, but
were crowded together on the floor like 8o many
dogs in s kennel. The next morning my father
and Richard were off before daybreak, for they
had u long way to walk to Droumearra, and they
shonld be there in time to begin work. They
took an Indian meal cuke with them to eat for
their dinner, and poor dry food it was, with only
n draught of cold water to wash it down. Suill
my father, who was knowledgeable about such
things, always said it was mighty wholesome
when it was well eooked; and but some of the
poor people tovk n great objection ngainst it on
account of the yellow color, which they thought
gamo from having sulpbur mixed with it—and
they #aid, indeed it was putting a great affront
on the decent Irish to mix up their food as if
“iwas for mangy dogs. Glad enough, poor cra-
thurs, they were to get it afterwards, when sea-
weed and nettles, aud the very grass by the road-
side, was all that many of them had to put into
their mouths.

When my father and brother came home in
the evening, faint and tired from the two long
walks and the day’'s work, my mother would al-
ways try to have something for them to eat with
their porridge—a bit of butter, or & bowl of thick
milk, or mayhe a few eggs. She always gave me
plenty, as far ns it would go; but "twaa little she
tock hersellf  She would often go entirely with-
out n meal, snd then she'd slip down to the huek-
ster’s, and huy a little white bun for Mary ; and
I'm sure it used to do her more good to see the
childl eat it, than if she had got a meat-dinner for
herself. No matter how hungry the poor little
thing might be, she'd always break off a bit to put
into her mother's mouth, and she would not be
satisfied until ahe saw her swallow it ; then the
child would take n drink of cold water out of her
uuli: tin porringer, as contented s if it was new
milk.

An the winter advanoed, the weather became
wet and bitterly cold, and the poor men working
on the roads began to suffer dreadfully from be-
ing all day in wet clothes, and, what was worse,
not having any change to put on when they went
home nt night, without a dry thresd about them.
Faver goon got among them, and my father took
it. My mother brought the doctor to wee him,
and, selling sll our decent clothes, she got for him
whatever was wanting, but all to no use; "twas
the will of the Lord to take him to himeelf, and
he died after o few days' iliness.

It would be hard to tell the sorrow that his
widow und orpbans felt, when they saw the fresh
sods planted on his grave. It was not grief alto-

ulthough maybe the same o knife s sticking
into the same sore hosom @ in both ; but the
ontside differs in rich nnd .| saw the mis-
tress o week after Miss Ellen died. She was In
her drawing-room with the blinds pulled down
sitting in a low chair, with her elbow on the wmall
work-tuble, aud her oheek resting on hor hand—
not » kpeck of auythiog white about her bat the
cambric handkerchief, and the face that was paler
than the marble chimpey-piece.

W hen she saw me, (for the butler, helog bhusy
sent me in with the luncheon-tray ) she covered
her eyes with her handkerohief, and to ery,
bat quietly, aa if she did not want it to be notiosd.
As | was going out, | just heard her say to Miss
Alice, in & choking voioe :

Y Keep Sally here always; our darlin
wan l'n:rnt be{." g o .
And as | closed the door, | heard her give one
deep soh. The pext time | saw her, she was aite
componed ; only for the white cheek nud the blsek
dress, you would not know that the burning feel
of n child's last kiss had ever touched her lips,

My father's wife mourned for him after anoth-
er fashion. Bhe could not sit quiet, she muat
bard to keep the lifo in them to whom he
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that she used to sob and rock herself to and fro, i

and sing a low, wailing keen for the father of the
little one, whose innocent tears werealways resdy

to fall when she suw her mother ery. About this |

time my mother got an offer from some of the

hucksters in the neighborhood, who knew her |
honesty, to go three times s week to the next |
market-town, ten miles off, with their little money,

and bring them back supplies of bread, grooeries, |
soap, and candles. This she used to do, walking |
the twenty miles—ten of them with a heavy load |
on her back—for the eake of earning enough to |
kur us alive. "Twas very seldom that Richard |
could get a stroke of work to do: the boy wasn't |
strong himsell, for he had the sickness too, though
he recovered from it. and always did his best to
earn an hovest penny wherever he could. 1often
wanted my mother to let me go in her stead and
briog back the load ;| but she never would hear of
it, and kept me at howe to mind the house and lit- |
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“She would go after breakfsat and |
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for her mother, and never heeding the neighbory’ |
children that used to come wanting her to play
Through the live-long hours she would never
stir, but just keep her eyes fixed on the lonesome
boreen, (byroad ;) and when the shadow of the
wountuln ash grew long aod she caughta glimpse
of her mother ever so far off, comlug towards
home, the joy that would fush on the small pa-
tient face was brighter than the sunbeam on the
river. Jaint and weary as the poor woman used
to be, before ever she sat down she'd huve Mary
nestling in her bosom. No matter how little she
might have eaten herself that day, she would ul-
ways bring home n little white bun for Mary;
nnd the ohild, that had tasted nothing since morn-
ing, would eat so bappily, and then fall usleep
(uietly in her mother's arma.

At the end of some mouths | got the sickneas
myself, but not so heavily as Richard did before
Aoy way, he and my mother tended me well
through it. They sold almost every little stick
of farniture that was left, to buy me drink and
medicine. DBy degrees | recovered, and the first
evening | was nble to sit up | noticed n strange,
wild brightness in my mother's eyes, and n hot

With returning consclousness the first ohject
that met her eyes was the sams fuiry.like figure
at which she had been gnsing when the sea flowed
over her.  On looking around, she fount that she
was lying in a small cave or hollow of the eliff
midway up the steep. The floor on which she
was stretched was a many-colored mosaic, formel
of the fan-shells from the besch below : the roof
she could not see, for the wings of the fuiry heing
now bending above her completely arched it over
#0 that all that met her up-turned gaze was one
beautiful downy net-work, glimmering with opal
like and ever-varying rays, like those upon the
ocean foam, as she had seen it ut eve when sunset
lay along the sands.

“Where am 177
bewildered child

“In the eave of the fairy Cliffelda.” was the
answer. “ Be at peace, sweet sporter, hetween
earth and the sea!” continued the fairy: “live
hore smd dy coieilln fieee Aoeooo Al oan
wall and the clond. Here shall no struggles
WA TUR TR WO Y G
you learn to pine for your natural home, this
shall be your dwelling ; but onee lsment, shed hut
one homan tear for the world yon have lefr he
low, to wwell the salt waves nlready overriding
the chalky barriers stretched fur and wide to im
pede them, and you must hence forever '™

“ Wherefore 1”7 cried the child, in still greater
anmzehent

“1 will tell you,” gaid the fulry. * Know, then
oh ! sleeper in the sea, what it is that makes yon
der waves so salt that our fuiry lips turn away
from it in loathing. That salt ix the taste of hu-
man woe, the gathering of mortal tears into one
great urn of the deep. Hitherto, you have playel
with and made a pastime of sorrow ; it has never
yet struck home to your heart. The tears of
millions have flowed over your head this day, but
your pulse throbs still and the smile dances on
your lip. Your life is secure till you shull all
your first real tear to swell the vast heaving tide
that rolls on forever and ever. Then beware!
It will no longer be in my power, or in the power
of any of my race, to save you. Thenceforward,
yonder bitter waves shall have dominion over
you. Perchance it will ha your fate to drink

was the first question of the
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flush on her thin cheecks—she had taken the
- o B "

Bofore she lay down on the wisp of straw that
served her for a bed, she hrought little Mary over
to me - “Take her, Sally,” she said—and between
every wond,ohe gars the ohild o kiss—" take her;
ghe's safer with yeu than she'd be with me, for
you're over tho sicknoss, and 'tisn't long any way
I'Nl be with you, my jewel” ehe aaid, as she gave
the little creature one long, close hug, wod put
her into my arms,

"I'wonld take long to tell all about her sick-
ness—how Richard and 1, as good right we had,
tended her night and day ; and how, when every
farthing and farthings'’s worth we had in the
world wns gone, the mistress hersell eame down
from the big house, the very day after the family
returned home from France, and brought wine,
food, medicine, linen, and everything we could
want,

Shortly after the kind Iady was gone, my moth-
er took the change for death; her senses oame
bick, she grew quite strong-like, and sat up
straight in the hed.

" Bring me the chill, Sally, aleagh” she uaid.
And when | earried little Marry to her, she look-
ol into the tiny face, as if she was reading it like
a bhook.

“You won't be long away from me, my own
one,” ghe said, while her tears fell down upon the
ohild like summer rain.

“ Mother,” gaid I, as well as 1 could speak for
erying, “sure you know P'll do my best to tend
her.”

“I know you will, senshla; you were always a
true aod dutiful daughter to me and to him that's
gone; but, Sally, there's that in my wenny one
thut won't let her thrive without the mother’s
hand over her, and the mother's heart for her to
lean agninst.  And now—."" It was all she could
s1y  she just slasped the little child to her bosom,

gother like the grand stately grief of (he quality, | some

fell back on my arm, and in & few moments all
wasover. At first, Richard and 1 could not be-

d"P of them till your soul ghall be sick with
trtizg—ay, even of life” . e
The fuiry censed. The child pondered,

Few moons rolled over that vast sea before a
change fell upon the child. Each moon, as it
grevabetilsa<l o heavens laid » wogh poiden
finger on the deep, and with it pointed to the
shore. The child could not ook swiraight down
helow hacause of the dizey height on which she
Iy ; but she could wark the golden finger, and
she could see that it pointed to her own belovel
home, the narrow oahin at the foot of the chiff,
whose very floor she well knew the high spring-
tides were washing, whenever that golden-finger
was 80 stretehed soross the deep

It was not long before the ohild hegan to pine
for her lowly home, and s n new and strange in-
telligence, beyond her years, dawned upon her,
she whispered woftly to her own heari: “ Why
nm | here? What have | done that | should
know no tears T Boeantiful was my sister's sorrow,
und sweet, when she wus made to know her first
great fault, and to weep over it. Suored was my
futher's woe when he beheld me sink beneath the
deep; for then | knew he lifted up his hands,
and, looking on my sister, hlessed God that 1 died
in my young days of innocence. My futher was
u hard man! but he is gentler now - my sister
walks softly in her sorrows. Why, oh, why am
| only to know no tears! “'hough this floor were
of gems instoad of the little tide-sholls, and though
the bright wings | see waving ahove me were an-
gel wings, yet should | pine for earth nod i
ohastening sorrows. To the strange nature of
this fairy ereature, tears may be bitter | hut, oh,
they are sweet to ua!"”

Thereupon the child wept. As shie dropped
her first real tear to the rippled sands helow, she
child felt herself falling gently downward, so
gently that it seemed as if unseen wings were sup-
porting her from henenth, in order that sho might
desoend the more softly.

Soon after she lay nt her mother's door thar

lieve that she was dead | and it was very long he-
fore the orphan would loose her kold of thestiffen-
ing fingers ; but when the neighbers coma in o
prepare for the wake, we contrived to flatter her
away.

Days passed on ; the child was very quiet ; she
used to go as usunl to it at the deor, and watch
hour after hour along the road that her mother
nlways took coming home from market, waiting
ior her that could never come again.  When the
sun was near setting, her guze used to be more
fised and eager, but when darkness came on, her
hlue eyes used to droop like the flowers that shut
up their leaves, and she would come in quiet
lehwt saying n word, and allow me to undress
her and put her to bed.

It troubled us and the young Indies greatly that
she would not eat, It was almost impossible to
get her to taste n morael ; indeed, the only thing
she would let inside her lips wos a bit of a little
white bun, like those her poor mother used to
bring her. There was nothing left untried to
please her. 1 carried her up to the big house,
thinking the change might do her good, and the
ladics petted her, und talked to her, nnd gave her
henps of toys and cakes, and preity frocks and
contd : but she hardly noticed them, and was rest-
less and uneasy untl{nht got back to her own low,
sunny dnnr-utelr.

Every day she grew paler and thinner, and her
bright eyes had a sad, fond look in them, no like
her mother’s, One evening she sat ot the door
Inter than usual.

“Come in, alannah” 1 said to her.
you come in for your own Sally 1
She never stirred. | went over o her; she
was quite still, with her little hands crossed on
her lap, and her head drooping on her chest, |
louchmi her—ashe was cold. | gave a loud scream
and Richard came runniog ; he stopped and looked,
and burst out erying like an infant. Our livtle
sister was dead !

“'Well, my Mary, the sorrow was bitter, but
it wus short. You're gone home to Him that com-
forts ne a mother comfurteth.  Aygra machree, your
eyes are as blue, and your bair as golden, and
your voice s sweol, ns they were when you
watehed by the oabin door ; but your cheeks are
not pale, acushle, nor your little hands thin, snd
the shade of sorrow has pnssed away from your
forehead like a rain-cloud from the summer sky.
She that loved ycn so on earth, has clas you
forever to her bosom in heaven ; and God himself
hns wiped away all tears from your eyes, and
laced you both, and our own dear father, far
yond the touch of sorrow or the fear of death.

“Won't

THE TEARS OF LIFE,
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Down among the smooth sands, paddling io the
sen, with gurments tucked up bigh above her
kuees, nay, gathered up and fur-.l»d about her bo-
som, und only withheld from dropping on her
oung limbs by the little hands that elasped and
nokled them fast in front, stood a child of some
seven yoars old.
Bred from her birth in the very lap of the
great ocoan, for her mother's dwelling was a cut.
ting in the side of the ohalk oliff, little Katey
loved the kindly waters with the love of n foster-
child. Never were the surges too rough, never
were the shioing depihs too treacherously glassy
for her daring feet.
Onp this partionlur day, as she sported with the
waves, it chanced that as she danced backwards
further and further into the sea, singing a enre-
lens chant of her own, an outhreak of some child.
ish thought or emotion shaping itself into spon-
taneous melody, her eye was suddenly aitracted to
ohject standing out bright and sparkling
from the white uhurt of the oliff. At first she
thought it was a geay gull, or a Mlllhlfullllm,
that had taken its stand on the jutting rocky
ledge. She oould pluinly discern two wings
waving on the air, sad frin with numerous
heautiful tints, exsotly like those masses of sea-
foam, touched by the sunlight, with which she
had wo often sported. Upborne by the fairy pin.
ions, floated o form more lovely than anything
the ehild had ever seen. What could it be?
An she asked hervelf thin question, absorbed
in her mew wonder, the ohild allowed her gar.
ments to drop from her hold, No sooner were
they released from her clasp than the wind filled
them like s aull; and away flonted liitle Katey,
far, far out upon the hosom of the great waters,
One moment her affrighted "’:.u turned toward
e Ry o o el g
n in the oliff; , min) w .
ory, she fancled she mf“a:'.,m old echo
w'uglim bk to her wild shoat by n..“’
over ' L ners
:ndw, a8 lhhh:;:‘ Nlld-q :ild her and
upon gleaming
away—bright lands -ﬂ- might mnever
Next, the ﬂﬂ waves seomod w her round
engulfiog

H
?} i'za

:

opened on the sand ; esger to enter, ghe turned
but one look back. There ghe beheld the fairy
Clifeldau noaring spward to her save on the plifl’s
ladgo. She thought, teo, that, in #pite of her
strange teaching, the fairy smiled approvingly
upon her, and that the eyea of Cliffelda hersell
were not quite as dry as they should have heen,
had her practice been consistent with her preach-
ing. But perhaps fairy tears, less bitter than
mortal ones, feed ouly the rivers!

In her own home all beheld her in wonder. No
one believed the tale she told of Cliffelda. Tt was
rather supposed that the tide had cast the ehild
Katey, yot living, at her mother's door | still less
was she listened to when she told what it was that
made the sea waves so salt,

Time passed, and the child Katey grew up in
tenderneas and truth. In place of the wild freaks
of ohildhood, & softer and more chastoned wpirit
ruled the girl as she advanced in years.  And il
in her enrly womanhood, some sorrows found her,
it wig ever notioed that st such times she looked
upward, some suid to the cuve on the rook’s ledge,
the dwelling of the Clitf-side Fay ; othersthought
that she lookel higher, even unto heaven,

Peterson’s Musizine

FROM THE ARCTIC EXPEDITION,

Despateh recenved by the Navy Depavtment from Livut,
2. J. De Haven, commanding the Erpedion i
search of Sir John Franklin,

Usiten Svaves B Apvaner,
Off Pore Leapald, Aug, 22, 1850,

Sii: | have the honor to acquaint you with the
proceedings of the squadron under my command,
sinee lonving the Whale Fish Islands, whenoe my
last despatoh was dated

Wesailed on the 20th of June, but, owing to
ealms and very light winds, we did not reseh
the latitude of Uppernavick till the Gih of July
Up to this place, no ohstruction from ice wias met
with. Woe found a clesr passage of from ten to
twenty miles in width, between the land and the
“pack.” The latter was sighted daily, snd bl
the nppearsnce of being impenetrable,

T'o the northward of Uppernavick minny streams
of floe foe were found exteading from the main
puek close into the land. Through these, with a
fair wind, we found little diflienlty in forcing our
way, nntil we approached Baffin’s Islands, in the
latitude of 749, lHere the ice nppeired so close
and continuous nlong the land, that our progress
in thut direction was nrrested. At the same time
n clear and wide ucanlng presentad itsell leading
to the west, We had n fuir wind to enter it, and
it wan o directly in our course for Lancaster
Sound that I' could not resist the temptation, par-
ticularly s the p looked to he almost hope-
less by the usual northern route through Melville

Lay.

5«- sevoral hours our hopes of a speedy and
direct appeared to be confiemed ; butafier
a run of forty miles, fce was made ahend and on
both sides in continuous line. We had but en-
tered a deep bight on the main puck.

To roturn to the eastwurd, whence we came,
would perhaps have cost us Jnyu, with the un-
certainty of belng nble to get ulong even then.
Besides, of the only three authentic accounts of
attempts to make tie pussage through the peok
fn about this Intitude, two were eminently sucoess-
ful. ‘T'ho third did not succeed so well,

lu view of these facts, I thought it advisable to
enter the pack, and endeavor to push through it
in u direct line for the thestre of our researches.
We neoordingly did so, and for several days
gneceeded in making some headway, until at last
the lee became so tight and immovable that it be-
came impossible either to sdvance or retreat. In
this hopeless condition we remained umtil the
20th of July, when, by a sudden movement of the
flocs, an opening presented itself to the north,
A southeast wind springing up at the same time,
wo nvailed ourselves of it, and, with n press of
muil, sucoseded in forcing our way into clear

water, t
Ou the following day we were bronght up again
by the | bnm & run of more than sixty
by th

miles. The w i# time had freshened to
u gile, which, together with a thick fog, made our
position not a little embarrassi I'he vessels

wero placed in as secure n on ss could be
found ; wwllhtull!u‘:hich, they were in im-
mwinent danger from the heuvy masses of ice driven
befors the ‘nh. which pressed upon them. They
withatood the shock, ,bravely, The danger
was over on the gale abat ’
We were now in latitude 759, tude 60°, in
the usual Melville Bay route. It did not
much more favorable than the middle one,
whence we had just esonped  FHowever, by keep-
ing along the of the land lee, (whioh had no
appearance of having moved this uesson, and ex-
from the shore,) we were
of ocoasionsl

and round, the sters her,
till she

narro
which -tlhmmohh:
wind ; »e that, with theald of warpe, during onlm
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